Sunday Morning 


-Creamy lilac--| would put it. 
-My nicest pjs. | just love them. 
-Funny how something like that occupies the foreground and prevents... 
-Talking of bigger matters? 

-Like who are you and what are you doing here? 


-Reading the New York Times in a delicious pool of sunlight. 
Don’t you just adore Sunday? 


-| guess | should ask who put you up to... 

-No one. | decided myself. 

-Well, perhaps you could undecide and 

-It’s not impossible that when | finish the paper we can talk. 

-Nothing to talk about. | live here alone and it’s going to stay that way. 
-ls the lonely choice bravery or stupidity? 


-Advantages either way. But | would rather the conventional preface. 
That is we meet somewhere and.. 


-Well, we’ve met here. 

-And you, in your silky, flapping pajamas, wish to stay. 
-Of course. 

-Where would you sleep? 

-Don’t be naive. 

-Well, if |, you, well not an easy thing to work out. 
-Other couples have. 


-| suppose, but... 


-Let’s see how it goes. 
-And when | leave for work in the morning? 


-|, too, work. Be out before you rise. Assembling, in the bathroom, the face to 
meet the faces that you meet. 


-That’s Eliot. 

-First thing | look at. Book Section. 
-So, you’re done with it? 

-Here you go. Enjoy! 

-Well...l’ve done crazier things. 


-This is mild. 


